He smiled delightfully. At least it seemed so to us
because it was a smile of welcome.
" I was trained there under Mr. Elles," he observed.
"We are very full, Mr. Oppenheim," he went on in
excellent English, " but I shall not run the risk of losing
this chance of entertaining you. I am a Swiss and I love
English novels. I could show you fourteen of yours in
my bedroom here."
" I am glad to hear it," I answered. " And I am very-
glad, too, that you can do something for us. We have
had an awful journey."
After that things marched quickly.
" There is only one possible suite," he said, " but it
happens to be nearly the best we have. It is at your dis-
posal and I will send your luggage up by the maid. In
the meantime, if you will forgive my saying so, your wife
and you have an air of extreme exhaustion. If you will
not think it presumption I would like to ask you to drink
a glass of wine with me before you mount."
" Angel of a man," my wife murmured.
He gave rapid instructions to one of the attending
porters, who took the maid under his charge.
" The porter will pay your voiture, Mr. Oppenheim,"
he said, turning to me. " This way, please."
He gave us champagne, this marvellous h6telier, and
I do believe that he was sincere when he said that he was
pleased to have us in the hotel. He established us in two
easy-chairs, drank our healths and excused himself.
" I am very busy," he explained, " but it was a
pleasure which I could not deny myself."
" All my mink coat, I suppose," my wife sighed con-
tentedly as she watched the refilling of her glass,
" Not at all," I replied. " It was the fact of my being
a famous writer and my Poole coat."
My wife loves champagne. I like it only moderately.
As soon as I was sure that we were alone I arranged an
exchange with the barman and was promptly served with
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